This essay reads Woolf's unfinished memoir "A Sketch of the Past" and Rhys' memoir Smile Please through the lens of relational psychoanalytic theories that focus on how the mother's handling of the infant provides a primary experience of patterning and order that constitutes a foundation for what Christopher Bollas calls 'the first human aesthetic' 1 .
' [T] he manner in which a child is fed, touched, cleaned, looked at, talked to, called by name, recognized and re-recognized… communicate[s] to him his identity, sameness, unity, and individuality, shape[s] and mold [s] him so that he can begin to identify himself, to feel and recognize himself as one and as separate from others yet with others. The child begins to experience himself as a centered unity by being centered upon' Winnicott similarly describes the process by which an infant goes from an 'unintegrated state' to a structured integration through the mother's creation of a 'facilitating environment' 3 ; building upon this concept, Bollas argues that the mother's mode of handling the child is an 'idiom' or 'logic' of care:
The baby takes in not only the contents of the mother's communications but the form of her utterances, and since in the beginning of life handling of the infant is the primary mode of communicating, I maintain that the internalization of the mother's form (her aesthetic) is prior to the internalization of her verbal messages (p. 42).
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44). For Bollas, then, the aesthetic experience incorporates the mother's idiom or form of caring for the infant; throughout our lives, he maintains, we will continue to seek out those experiences that will tap into and activate these latent aspects of ourselves that otherwise lie dormant in the unconscious. . Indeed, rather than viewing language as a medium of separation that drives a wedge between perceptual or affective experience and how it is verbally represented (Stern's position), Loewald argues that language:
'in its most genuine and adaptive function is a binding power. It ties together human beings and self and object world, and it binds abstract thought with the bodily concreteness and power of life. In the word primary and secondary process are reconciled' (p. 204).
In fact, both Woolf and Rhys discuss words and writing in ways that resonate with Rhys goes on to record how this picture, taken when she was six, became the source of a lifelong self-estrangement:
The eyes were a stranger's eyes. The forefinger of her right hand was raised as if in warning. She had moved after all. Why I didn't know; she wasn't me any longer. It was the first time I was aware of time, change, and the longing for the past. I was nine (SP p. [13] [14] Winnicott argues that, in this type of interaction, the infant must react to impingement, and only emotional withdrawal permits an individual existence:
There is not even a resting place for individual experience, and the result is a failure in the primary narcissistic state to evolve an individual. The 'individual' then develops as an extension of the shell rather than of the core, and as an extension of the impinging environment […] The individual then exists by not being found' (211; italics in the original).
Tellingly, Rhys' passages on female subjectivity frequently feature passages in which her protagonists turn to mirrors to confirm their sense of self, yet the image that is returned to them typically registers a profound sense of disconnect, for the image in the mirror repudiates rather than confirms existence. Frequently, her protagonists endorse the creation of a static and artificial surface that deflects the hostility they detect in other people, especially other women.
If we move to Woolf's and Rhys' descriptions of why they write, what becomes evident is that each writer's description of her craft builds upon and extends these 'first memories'. Woolf's first memories, as we have seen, foreground both the maternal environment and the sense of the child enclosed in a uterine medium. Woolf will later describe her childhood world as a maternal globe orbiting the mother's gravitational pull: […] a shock is at once in my case followed by the desire to explain it... I make it real by putting it into words. It is only by putting it into words that I make it whole; this wholeness means it has lost its power to hurt me; it gives me, perhaps because by doing so I take away the pain, a great delight to put the severed parts together. Perhaps this is the strongest pleasure known to me. It is the rapture I get when in writing I seem to be discovering what belongs to what; making a scene come right; making a character come together (SOTP p. 72).
At one level, Woolf's description evokes Melanie Klein's conceptualisation of artistry as a reparative gesture to the mother damaged in infantile phantasy. 10 Writing also serves as what Bollas would term the transformational object; Bollas writes that the subject seeks the transformational object because s/he 'aspires to be matched in symbiotic harmony within an aesthetic frame that promises to metamorphose the self' (p. 46). Woolf's own description is strikingly similar to Bollas'. Woolf observes that:
[…] one is living all the time in relation to certain background rods or conceptions. Mine is that there is a pattern hid behind the cotton wool. And this conception affects me every day. I don't know whether I was jealous or whether I resented knowing that she had once been very different from the plump, dark, and only sometimes comfortable woman I knew […] Even after the new baby was born there must have been an interval before she seemed to find me a nuisance and I grew to dread her. Another interval and she was middle-aged and plump and uninterested in me. Yes, she drifted away from me and when I tried to interest her, she was indifferent (SP p. 33).
Tellingly, Rhys extends this indifference to the beautiful and now long-lost childhood world of Dominica:
It's strange growing up in a very beautiful place and seeing that it is beautiful. It was alive, I was sure of it. Behind the bright colours the softness, the hills like clouds and the clouds like fantastic hills. There was something austere, sad, lost, all these things. I wanted to identify myself with it, to lose myself in it. (But it turned its head away, indifferent, and that broke my heart' (SP p. 66).
Writing becomes a way to assuage the pain of rejection; indeed, Rhys records in the unpublished Black Exercise Book that writing poems provided a release for emotional pain; these poems repeatedly used words such as pain, shame, sleep, sea and silence. At the same time, surface form -the photograph, the mirror, the beautiful landscape -repels 
